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About the title: 

Just as the Bell Tower at Tyler Junior College chimes on the quarter hour to mark the passage of 
time, it reminds students of the harmony which surrounds them in their educational pursuits. Music, 
dance, theatre, art, athletics, and academics blend to make Tyler Junior College a beacon to the 
community, the state, and the world at large. As the echoes of the chords filter through the oaks, 
their vibrations tremble far beyond the confines of the brick archways and winding walks where 
students gather. Tyler Junior College is a lofty tower of educational opportunity for students who 
have come from all parts of the world. The Bell Tower Arts Journal proudly hails the 
accomplishments of its hallowed halls and beckons those who would seek both its traditions and the 


promise of tomorrow. 
~Judith Bateman, 2006 


Editorial Policy: 

The Bell Tower Arts Journal is sponsored by the Psi Gamma Chapter of Sigma Kappa Delta, the 
National English Honor Society. We accept submissions of poetry, short fiction, non-fiction essays, 
photography, and fine and graphic art by current Tyler Junior College students. We accept 
submissions for consideration only during the fall semester each year for possible publication in the 
subsequent spring semester. The Bell Tower Arts Journal is entirely student generated and seeks to 
provide a publishing venue for the rich artistic expression of TJC students. 


Our goal is to create a publication that is a high quality, content-rich source of literary and artistic 
expression on a wide range of topics and themes. Therefore, we seek unique, insightful work 
displaying vivid, lively language and artistic skill. 


All submissions must be the original work of the student writer or artist who submits it 

for consideration or publication. We do not accept previously published or plagiarized work. Every 
attempt is made by the editor to assure originality. All literary pieces will be submitted to turnitin. 
com for an originality report. However, it is ultimately the responsibility of each student to submit 
only his or her own literary and artistic work. 


Moreover, while we strongly support intellectual freedom as the right of every individual from all 
points of view, we do not accept work deemed pornographic, profane, exploitative, or that seeks to 
cause injury to an individual or group. 


Tyler Junior College gives equal consideration to all applicants for 
admission, employment and participation in its programs and activities without 


regard to race, creed, color, national origin, gender, age, marital status, disability or veteran status. 
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Servando Aviles - Colorado Springs, Colorado 
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Words 


Laura Clayton - Tyler, Texas 
Poem 


Oh words, let me bend you, and oh phrases, let me mend you. 
| long to make you say what I feel; it is as if | am trapped inside your meaning. 
If | were to punctuate the sentences | penned you into, it would not satisfy. 


Questions, exclamations, and long pauses would smudge together and end some lines of my life. 


Oh words, let me tell you of the questions, and reassure you of the worries in my pages. 

| ache to know their answers and escape my question marks. 

If | were to tell you of all the questions, it would only tire you. 

Questions could fill every page and end every sentence, but oh how they could not contain the 


depth of the story. 


Oh words, let me delight you, and oh lines, let me invite you. 
| long to tell you of the exclamations found in the careful arrangement and pattern of your words. 
If | were to describe the value | have found in words, no sum could do it justice. 


Many exclamations would be present, inked skillfully between thoughts, but each would exist to 


highlight a single moment. 





Pp ortal 


Katie Rice - Greenville, Texas 
Linoleum Print 














Self Love 


Sherry Towns - Tyler, Texas 
Poem 


My heart strings are broken. | don’t want them repaired. 


I’m getting to know me and show me that I care. 


| won’t call me honey if I’ve forgotten my name. 


If I’m sad or I’m happy, I’ll have myself to blame. 


We'll have long conversations...just me and me. 
We won't sneak around. We won't care who sees. 
We'll answer questions with truth...no more lies. 


We'll remember our birthday. What a nice surprise. 


| will never forget me. | won’t leave me behind. 


Love doesn’t do that. Love is patient and kind. 


| may never find true love, but I have love that is true. 


Loving yourself is something we all should do. 


rll never forget me...I’ll treat myself well and be glad. 


I'll be the best love that I’ve ever had. 








“Ahhhhh 


Grace Richardson - Troup, Texas 
Watercolor/Acrylic Paint, Pen 
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Danny Meazell - Tyler, Texas 


Digital Photography 








Dear Memaw 


Jerri White - Tyler, Texas | 
Poem 





| will tell you I love you ten times a day, if that’s what it takes. 


Because I know you would do the same. 


Saat | 
| will listen to your stories over and over. | 
i 


And act as though each time is the first time you’ve told it. 


| will tell you about my day, every time you ask. 


And as your memory fades, I’ll tell you my name whenever you forget. 


When your legs give out, I'll care for you like you used to care for me. 


And Ill be there to hold your hand as you take your last breath. 


Because | love you and | know that you never stopped loving me. 











_tove Misevy 


LaChamiea McGee - Tyler, Texas 
Poem 


Follow me into the darkness and listen to my sad song 
| sit and ponder thoughts of life in the darkness all alone 
I’m so deprived of light and joy so may | steal your shine 
I’ve come to replace wholeheartedness with emptiness inside 
I’m so misunderstood you see my intentions aren’t so bad 
How is one to feel emotions that they’ve never had 
You see I’ve always walked this path so don’t be so quick to judge 
May | add | really love it when you hold a grudge 
So follow me into the darkness | am waiting with open arms 


| could really use the company 


Sincerely yours, 


Misery 
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Digital Photography 
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A fs ank Canvas 


Rodolfo C. Lopez - Monterrey, Nuevo Leon 


Short Story 


A Blank Canvas walks into a school dominated by Red, White, and Blue. No, not the fifty-star flag one that stands 
for Purity, Hardiness, and Freedom. The one that stands for “Southern Pride,” a heritage that owes its riches to 
the hard labor of foreigners forcefully brought to the Country of Freedom in Chains. Chains that restricted their 
ambitious dreams and future to a life of bone breaking unbearable labor. 


A Blank Canvas walks into their first-period class, assigned to a seat by last name. Sitting at a table dominated by 
Green, White, and Red. They see their reflection sitting across from them. At first, only seeing the same skin and 
hair color as their own. To their surprise, the reflection doesn’t speak as they do. He doesn’t dress with the same 
bravado they do. Nevertheless, they accept him. They know by looking into his black coffee eyes someone down 
his family tree made the sacrifice of betraying his colors to transform them into opportunity safety freedom. They 
know that the Blank Canvas across them has also felt the warmth of a mother’s comfort, the mother who would 
instantly kill for them and would kill them dare they stray from the righteous path she laid for them. They share 
the experience of a cold shoulder of a father who works all over the Red, White, and Blue to make ends meet. 
They know he’s felt a bond that will never be broken between family. 


A Blank Canvas walks into the cafeteria not knowing how to illustrate his persona. Deciding to paint himself into 
the style he sits around. Character habits likes and dislikes will be decided by the seat fate liberates. An opening 
arises across the cafeteria. The Blank Canvas takes no chances; he rushes across the grape filled floor and sits. 
Just the way mother taught through the years, instinctively smiling at all who look. They look and stare, and The 
Blank Canvas finds eyes burning with “Southern Pride.” They quickly pull their lunch boxes closer and closer and 
lean in a thousand whispers flutter the air. I've never felt such nakedness. They looked at me as if they already 
knew what I was. The Blank Canvas was restricted to Three colors and it’s Self-esteem blinded my social taboos. 
When The Blank Canvas was born in a country where everyone strives to be different and unique not the same. 
No color restrictions a full vibrant pallet at their disposal. 


A Designated Canvas roams for a new opening to rest his woes. Not long after trudging through more grape 
filled tiles another seat opens. Visibly drained The Designated Canvas buries his colors into the past downed 
backpack until... “Are you ok?” Looking up to see a different Red, White, and Blue. One of compassion. One of 
actual Care not Hate. Explaining what just took place, all colors without hesitation go and lend their ears. Sym- 
pathizing with the story just told to them. After finishing the story, The Red, White, and Blue is enraged. Without 
any thought she launches her soggy mashed potatoes the way of the assailants. 


A Colorful Canvas walks into detention with a playful smile, knowing he made friends of all colors. Knowing 
tomorrow shall be a new day to paint again. A day to choose different colors to choose different styles and choose 


different textures. The Blank Canvas is Laughter, Trust, and Culture. 


A Blank Canvas opens its eyes to a new day. 


Soul Searching 


Cortny Handorf - Tyler, TX 


Photography 
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Two Medicine Lake 


Jake Clark - Tyler, TX 
Digital Photography 
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lot Made for Love 


Jerri White - Tyler, TX 
moots 


My lips were not made to be kissed, 
They were made to spew out little white lies of “I’m fine.” 


My skin was not made to be caressed, 
It was made to keep me together through the most trying of times. 


My mind was not made to be explored, 
It was made to hold the demons that feed on my uncertainties. 


But this does not mean | was not made to be loved, 
It means | was made to not give up. 


| was made to fight my own battles, without relying on luck. 
| was made to conquer the darkness, before it put out my light inside. 


And maybe, one day, | will be loved as much as | am tough. 
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Sf Pp lants Were People 


Heather Smith - Tyler, TX 
Poem 


Violet myrtle evergreens, 
Marry daytime skies, 
As satin moods and siren soothes 
Thrive on rum and rye. 


Laurels grace their presence 
With lace upon their reef, 
While placed with nowhere of sense; 
Marred by other leaves. 


Despite the feud of jealousy 
It’s all a grand of time 
With a dancing hand and ditty, 
While drinking down a lime. 


The thistledown of thistles 
Make up the gowns of silk; 
While murmuring sweet nothings, 
Imbibing honeysuckle’s milk. 


As night begins to lay; 
Only the laurels noticed, 
Daytime start to slip away, 
As the myrtles stayed unnoticed. 





Se If Portrait 


Makayla Mahloch - Tyler, TX 
Charcoal 
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Monster 


Akash Verma - Tyler, TX 
Poem 


Why should | apologize for being a monster 
Why should | be blamed for everything 
Why doesn’t the creator fix me 

Why can’t the creator mend me 

Why should | apologize for what I’ve become 
Why should you care 

When you made me like this 

You made me this thing 

You made me this beast 

You woke up my inner demons 

You made me despise myself 

Hate myself 

But | thought you were the cure 

No, you were the spark 

You were the mistake that happened 

You poked the cage and woke up the lion 
You toyed and treated me like nothing 
You claim to tame me 

But even you feared the outcome 

I’m still this rage 

Still this hate 

An unloved monster 

And a messed-up creator 








The (rownless Again Shall {se King 


Josie Taylor - Tyler, TX 
Acrylic Paint, Pen 
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OW Honey 


Justin Rives - Flint, TX 
Clay 
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All The Same 


Jordyn Lackey - Lindale, TX 


Poem 


Sunrise 
’'m lagging behind 
| don’t mind 
’m going my own way 


Sometimes 
? 1 04 1 a 
I’m seen on the sidelines 
| don’t mind 
I’m not into the game 


It’s all the same to me 
All the same to me 
Rather odd how we try so hard 
To find a home 


And feel so alone 


It’s all the same to me 
All the same to me 
Rather odd how we try so hard 
To fix our bones 


Where the light doesn’t show 


Sunrise 
’m lagging behind 
| don’t mind 
’'m going my own way 


Sometimes 
| see them, those side-eyes 
| don’t mind 
| say what I want to say 
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Avalanche Lake iat 


Jake Clark - Tyler, Tx 
Digital Photography 





Organic Revelations 


Erica Wesley - Diana, Tx 
Acrylic Paint 
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Mosbane Mendhi Dance 


~ Hetal N. Patel - Tyler, TX 
Acrylic Paint 
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On the Brink of Hattle 


Josie Taylor - Tyler, TX 
Charcoal 
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Dd, 


Lindsey Hernandez - Grand Prairie, TX 
Acrylic Paint 














Guie 
Madelyn Leatherwood - Tyler, TX 
Poem 


Grief is not a prison 
It can’t hold you in its walls 
Pain is not a chain 
Dragging down dark halls 


Hurt is not a shackle 
Tied around your feet 
Distrust is not a burden 
You alone must meet 


Confusion is not a window 
Barred with eternal life 
It is but a visitor 
Present in your strife 


Peace will reign again 
My friend 
And scars you then will bare 
To the world so thirsty for 
Signs that someone cares 
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Daddy 


Lee Ann Morrow - Tyler, TX 
Foem 


There are two pictures | like the best, 
Two pictures that mean more than the rest. 
Sure there are plenty with our smiling faces, 

But these two pictures take all of their places. 


| see these pictures and I see my dad 
The dad I very well may never have had. 
| don’t think we realize how lucky we are, 
But somehow | got you, from some shooting star. 


| know there are times that you drive me crazy, 
Times you get on to me when I’m being lazy, 
Times | get angry when you tell me no, 
Times | am mad that you say | can’t go. 


But the pictures remind me of times we are friends. 
Times we are happy, it’s too bad that they end. 


Times that | spent with you under the sun 
Playing tennis after work, those days were fun. 
Or working with cows-feeding and such, 
| remember being scared, | didn’t like them much. 


There are so many memories that | have to share, 
So many memories to prove that | care. 
If not for you, who knows where I’d be!? 
One thing’s for sure, | wouldn’t be me. 


One day I'll be on my own; 
My house, my land, and Ill be grown. 
One day | even hope I’m married 
To the man I love, with a baby | carried. 
Maybe perhaps I'll live real close, 
Or maybe it’s somewhere far that | chose. 


But no matter what I love you, Daddy, forever, with all my heart, 
And always I’m your little girl, Daddy, no matter how far we are apart. 


What Am J / 


Treska Mason - Lubbock, TX 
Poem 


l’m a virus under ultraviolet 
In a sky afire, I’m the pilot 
The bomb in the middle of the plot 
The trauma that sends you into shock 
| can’t sleep because I’m underneath your bed 
I’m alive because I’m in your head 
A stepping stone made of sand 
A drought that never ends 
I’m the loved one that ignores you 
It brings immeasurable pain 
A lifetime that’s wasted and through 
Full of potential, before engulfed by the flame. 
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Sometimes ¥ Fee ike a ota Stianget 
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Jordyn Lackey - Lindale, TX 
Poem 


sometimes i feel like a total stranger, 
stranger than the fiction i adore. 
i abhor being fake or trying, but 
im dying to say that my mind’s not 
okay with never being known. 
being alone 
a loner in the dark 
lost in the cavities of my own heart, 
i'm a stranger to myself sometimes 
leaning on some lines 
these rhymes, to make me sane 
it’s insane to try to deny my true name, 
nature 
nomenclature 
yet, sometimes i fear that i’m a total stranger 
to my family. 
they know me, but do they know ME? 
“If only, if only,” i say with this pen, 
“A light would shine bright, illuminate the dim 
of ME.” 
mystery 
i want to believe that i can find who i am, 
but for now all i feel is cold. 
the thought grows old: 


lam Special. 
but 
why? 
sometimes i feel like a total stranger, 


a danger 
to the world i adore. 





Harmonica 


Taylor Pace - Lindale, TX 
roem 


He called me his harmonica. 
A name | used to giggle and blush when uttered from his honey-colored lips. 
| thought that meant | was his music. 

He called me his harmonica. 

And we seemed like a good pair in the beginning. 
We completed one another. 

He breathed his life into me and | performed ballads for him. 
He called me his harmonica. 
He had other instruments. 
He had other instruments, 
And he found that | no longer played the right notes. 
He had learned all my songs and could play them by heart. 
But to know something does not always mean to love. 
He called me his harmonica. 
| sat on the shelf collecting dust, and my silver finish turned to rust. 

| was a relic and he was interested in newer things. 

He called me his harmonica. 
| could not move if | wanted to. 
| was inanimate with his air, and I wish | learned to breath without him. 
But his air was his alone, and he left me suffocating 
While he played the most beautiful music that | could never make. 
He called me his harmonica. 
Sometimes he’d pick me up and play me beside the campfire, 
My music diluted with smoke and the remnants of an old forgotten song. 


His friends would laugh, and he would laugh and then he dropped me in the dirt. 


| did not get the joke. 
He called me his harmonica. 
But he never picked me up. 
| depended on him, and he left me in the woods behind a trail of tire tracks. 
He called me his harmonica. 
Others picked me up, but | lost count of how many. 
| played my songs and they had their laugh and they dropped me 
Back into my pillows of ashes. 
| remind them of their past and they like me until they remember 
The past can be painful and | am only a reminder of some unbearable memory 
That cannot be uncovered. 
They call me a harmonica. 
| used to be a harmony. 
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Steel ‘Wool S; pinnet 


Ally Poland - Kingswood, TX 
Digital Photography 








Adventaer: 


Irene Campos- Bullard, TX 
Poe 


It fills you up with this 
Unimaginable sensation. 
Everything becomes something new. 
Something new becomes everything 
You are chasing. 


It’s the crustaceans buried deep 
In the russet sand. 
Maybe it’s the thrill of the 
Wicked Twister. 


Your heart threatens to 
Leap bounds and suffocate you, 
But you won't let it go for long. 


Its the Tokyo skyline at night. 
The Northern Lights. 

It’s that ten seconds behind stage. 
Or the wind whipping your hair 
Through the cross-country road trip 
You are braving. 


Life is never richer than these moments. 
You feel like you could live forever. 
And you do. 

Because adventure lives in the souls 
Of each adventurer, forever. 
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Smile 


Elizabeth Stedry - Lindale, TX 
Photoshop 








es and Sorrow 


Max Patton - Tyler, TX 
Poem 


When I’m all alone I can feel the sorrow 
Of thinking I’ll be lonely again tomorrow 
People are always forgetting that I’m there 

Even when we're out and about somewhere 
Cause no one’s wanting to talk to me 
They’re all such busy bees 
Once | get rid of all my nightmares 
And face the problems in my life 
Come to terms with who I am 
Amidst the chaos that is rife 
And maybe once my sorrows go away 
I'll feel free to come out and play 
Maybe make some friends again 
Before life becomes a tail spin 
Someone who reads as much as | 
Who loves cheese as much as chocolate pie 
A friend who knows the books behind the movies 
And all the details in their stories 
But I’m beginning to wonder if that'll ever happen 
Cause together it don’t come in a package 
Maybe it'll happen someday 
But right now it seems so far away 


oy) 





Mosaic Tile Table Ti Op 


Barry Jacobs - Tyler, TX 
Ceramic Tiles With a Cedar Wood Frame 
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Every Gh Every Sreath 


Mary Shauna Kane - Scottsdale, AZ 
Poem 


Every choice 
The most dangerous decision | will ever make 
Create a new future, imprison the past 
For or against, this could be my last 
Time is not a friend, it skips, bends 
Tearing moments into memories 
Causing hearts to break apart, shattered 


Choices mandate who we are 
They end, begin, create lives anew 
Destroy, heal, carve searing scars 
Stories on skin, echoes of life and truth 
Shrieking, singing, a gale in my mind 
Voices unwind, twisting, turning 
Whittling away eternity, until all is burning 


A choice is merely a melodic note 
Imprinting on time, a lock and a key 
An expression, a lesson, a heart’s sweet harmony 
Pounding, fighting, beating, writing 
A pendulum swinging inside of me 
Back and forth, between life and death 
A tale I'll tell with every breath 
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Ode tO Trash Fish 


Grace Richardson - Troup, TX 
Watercolor/Acrylic Paint, Pen 











ucked Apaut 


Emma Rhyne - Bullard, TX 
Short Story 


There’s a certain level of defeat in the act of plucking eyebrows. 

Sure, sure, she can blather on about how it’s not about appearance, about how she is do- 

ing it for herself and not the mirror. But we all know it’s the mirror driving her. 

It’s the mirror whispering that her eyebrows aren’t just fine the way they are. 

It’s the mirror saying the wisps of useless hair above her eyeballs are emblems of her worth to society. 

It is the mirror that lies. 

So she convinces herself that it’s a personal thing. She’d like herself better with plucked eyebrows anyways. She talks to 

her friends, and they all agree; she looks up pictures to see how exactly she wants them shaped. She makes herself ex- 

cited. She begins avoiding the mirror, promising herself her face will be ‘fixed’ once those horrid eyebrows are dealt 

with. Their wild tendencies, which she’d never noticed before, plague her nightmares as creatures from the depths, leer- 

ing at her, angry clouds chasing her around in an endless maze or long ropes strangling her with furry malcontent. 

She starts counting the days to her salon appointment. 

It seems like every other girl in school was born with the eyebrows of a Greek goddess, and only she is cursed with ugliness. 
Never mind the fact that, when she was a little girl, she would fluff up her eyebrows to make herself look more fierce, so she 
could try to scare her older brother. Never mind that her eyebrows are independent, strong-willed, and single-minded 

enough to give her face such a natural beauty that many of the manicured girls she finds so intimidating are secretly jealous. 
Never mind the power untouched eyebrows give her. The silent statement they roar to the world: “The mirror doesn’t rule me!” 
It’s the day of the salon appointment, finally. She opens the crystal door; a delicate bell jingles. Jeweled creatures from some 
illogical fantasyland coalesce at the sound. They have green and purple and blue shooting from their temples in strands that cTy 
out to the sky, “I did this for myself!” (the mirror laughs in the background) as they surround her. They have ink pulsing in their 
veins. They have glitter chafing off their skin. They are the Mirror’s unwitting Minions. They laugh so she doesn’t see them cry. 
The first pluck makes her cry out in surprise. She didn’t know it would hurt. Her personal Minion clucks and soothes her back into 
the chair, but she can’t relax knowing that every hair will cry out as it leaves her. She chokes back a whimper and tries to remem- 
ber why she is here. he beauty she so desperately wants. The acceptance she will feel once her eyebrows are finally, finally, normal. 
Eternity passes in a red, pain-filled haze, until she wonders if she’ll have a face left at all. She doesn’t care by then; 

she just wants to go home. At last, the Minion clucks in a final sort of manner, and she opens her eyes to find the Mir- 

ror staring her down. Her vision clears, and the blurry image reflected in the crystal sphere develops defines, crisp lines. 

She sees the violent redness first, the splotchiness across her forehead, which the Minion assures her will pass. 

Then her eyes find the eyebrows. 

They are not her eyebrows. 

It is not her face. 


The Minion is smiling. 
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ucked Apait Continued 


Emma Rhyne - Bullard, TX 
Short Story 


enough to give her face such a natural beauty that many of the manicured girls she finds so intimidating are secretly jealous. Never 





mind the power untouched eyebrows give her. The silent statement they roar to the world: “The mirror doesn’t rule me!” 

| It’s the day of the salon appointment, finally. She opens the crystal door; a delicate bell jingles. Jeweled creatures from some illog- 
ical fantasyland coalesce at the sound. They have green and purple and blue shooting from their temples in strands that cry out to 
the sky, “I did this for myself!” (the mirror laughs in the background) as they surround her. They have ink pulsing in their veins. 

| They have glitter chafing off their skin. They are the Mirror’s unwitting Minions. They laugh so she doesn’t see them cry. 
The first pluck makes her cry out in surprise. She didn’t know it would hurt. Her personal Minion clucks and soothes her back into 
the chair, but she can’t relax knowing that every hair will cry out as it leaves her. She chokes back a whimper and tries to remem- 
ber why she is here. !he beauty she so desperately wants. The acceptance she will feel once her eyebrows are finally, finally, normal. 
Eternity passes in a red, pain-hlled haze, until she wonders if she’ll have a face left at all. She doesn’t care by then; she just wants 
to go home. At last, the Minion clucks in a final sort of manner, and she opens her eyes to find the Mirror staring her down. Her 
vision clears, and the blurry image reflected in the crystal sphere develops defines, crisp lines. She sees the violent redness first, the 
splotchiness across her forehead, which the Minion assures her will pass. 
Then her eyes find the eyebrows. 
They are not her eyebrows. 
It is not her face. 
The Minion is smiling. 
The Mirror is leering. 
She can’t breathe. 
They laugh. 
Her face isn’t hers. 
She is gone. he Mirror has won. She pays and leaves. 


There’s a certain level of defeat in the act of plucking eyebrows. 
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The River Bridge 


- Tyler, TX 


Joseph Russell 


Water Soluble Oil 
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Katie 


Katie Rice - Greenville, TX 


Charcoal 











+4 








Stain G ass vee 


Rhonda McRee - Brownsboro, TX 
Acrylic 
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| Pp urly 
Jerry White - Tyler, TX 
Poem 














| The sleeves gave home to everything | touched. 
The bottom danced along my ankles, layered with mud. 
And when | ran, the fabric struggled to keep up. 
Smeared with crimson red and yellowed over seasons. 


By the time | reached the edge of the water, 


| 

; | | 
iy horns tore through the white you dressed me in. 
My dress had become nothing more than ruins. 


Ruins that covered my skin but did not protect me from the harsh winds. 
Ruins that were threaded with my story. 
Ruins that were threaded with my heart. 














Sol 


Irene Campos - Bullard, TX 
Poem 


| thought about ending it once, that's the terrible truth. 

| was young, too young to understand how terribly beautiful the world can be. 

| was also old enough to understand how stunningly terrible the world already is. 

But | feel like everyone at least thinks about it. 

Because when you're alive you think about death and the ones who died and the ones who are 
Going to die ... so you keep thinking about how afraid you are of death. 

And when you think about death you realize it's inescapable. 

It presses down on you so hard and heavy you can't breathe. 

It fills you up and drains you at the same time. 

It's powerful and feared and always there. 


Maybe normal people don't think about it so much. but not everyone is normal. 

| most certainly am not. 

Are you? 

This time it was pressure that made me think. 

Pressure to do good, to be good, to be outgoing, to smile, to joke, to laugh, to be— 
iioibe: 


So. 1 thought about shutting off the voices. 

But | didn't and | don't. 

| don't because the sky is a breath of air at dawn. 

Because of wet grass between toes. 

Because of family and genuine friends. 

Because of the colors of the world. 

Because the sun came up and kept rising. 

| felt the warmth of its rays and the coolness of wind and I knew I’d miss another morning like 
This if | was gone and that would be a shame. 


So, | stayed. 

| stayed because life is beautiful and people are curious creatures. 
| stayed because | want to get to know you. 

And | want you to stay because | know: what you feel. 

You're not alone. 

We are not alone. 








47 








Daystar 


Tristin Honeycutt - Bullard, TX 
Poem 





He greets me every morning. peeking through my window 

and gently beckoning me to be with him. Alas | cannot. 

My time is to be spent with beings of my own kind. 

| promised him that | would see him throughout the day; 

that | would feel him kiss my skin; that | would feel his warm caress. 


He lingers for me in the heat of the day. Beaming brightly, scanning 

desperately for me. In vain he searches and | have not the 

heart to tell him I cannot be found. My mind is amiss when 

| look longingly out the window, wishing to be with 

him when | am supposed to be paying attention to 

the lesson. They tell me to learn these things which will 

help me in life. Yet not long ago. the teachings 

of nature were the dominant model. 

To learn the smell | or an incoming storm. The tender tug that alerts me when to set the hook. 
Rising to drink the morning. 





He quits me as his last light leaves me colder from my toes upward with the fading light. 
My heart cries out for forgiveness. 

The horror that | am undeserving of his mercy bursts tears. 

He disappears behind the tree tops, casting my world into a golden pink blur 

that even now is bleeding to purple- then black- then to the gloom of nothing at all. 

The wind pushes me on to the horizon. 


| | beseech him to return. 
In truth. The sun waits for no one. 
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Magnolia Queen 


Angel Sanchez Villanueva - Price, TX 


Digital Photography 
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Pray Like We Believe 


Sherry Towns -Tyler, TX 
Poem 














There are many ways to serve outside of God’s house. 
Why do we act so much better inside places of prayer? 
We act like we cannot fathom God leaving the building... 
We act like we think that He always stays there... 


If we would pray like we believe God is listening... 

If we would behave like we believe God sees. 

If we would treat each other like well-loved sisters and brothers... 
Oh how much more wonderful the world would be. 























